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All Right 
Judge: 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 








Hand me Judo e, Julia. 
I want to rend SIX 
four-line jokes. 


I just read this 123 line 


aiicle. was just in the mood 


for something thal size. 
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Do you like your humor long or short? 


There are just as many lengths of 


humor as there are kinds of humor. 


[t is absolutely ridiculous for you 
to say you like 


than long. A great psi chologist has 
said, “‘Sometimes people like their 
humor short and sometimes long.”’ 


Judge has, of course, gone into this 


matter very deeply. 
Judge has found that, while 
there is no rule as to the pro- 
portion of long humor a man 
may consume to 7ood advan- 
tage at a given hour of the 
day, or under given cir- 
cumstances of stress, or 
relaxation, it is en- 


long humor better 
than short humor, or short better 


tirely possible to strike a law of aver- 
ages. Judge has examined, 1 
white laboratories erected especially 
for this purpose, thousands of people, 
thin and fat, oozy optimists and pur- 
ple pessimists, bright and half-bright, 
to determine how much long humor 
and short humor is good for an aver- 
age normal subject over a wecek’s 
time. 


large 


Judge is made up in this correct 
proportion of long, short and medium 
length humor every week. 


Don’t you feel in your own soul 
that Judge has about the right 


mixture? Don’t judge hastily. Senda 


dollar for ten issues and give the 


subject the consideration it deserves. 
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Drawn by F. Foster Lascoutn-+A. C 


His Wife—Henry, 1 wish you WOULDN'T TELL OUR GUESTS WHAT EVERYTHING COST US. 
“[’>p LIKE TO KNOW WHO’S GOIN’ TO TELL “EM IF | DON’T.” 
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: Drawn by Hamiucton Wicitams 


The Crit No, Jim ISN'T REALLY DISSIPATED AND VICIOUS—HE JUST DOES IT OUT OF PURE CUSSEDNESS 
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Drawn by W. K. Sraarerr + A. ¢ 


““\NIOTHER, HOW MUCH DOES FATHER EARN A DAY!” 


“[ THINK ABOUT TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS.” 


“Ir HE'D WORK ON SUNDAYS FOR A FEW WEEKS I| COULD HAVE THAT NEW SPRING COAT.” 


Jimmy Gallantine 


By Sam HELLMAN 


HE Edgemere Hunt and Racquet Club knew little of 

its new member except that his name was James H. 

Gallantine, that he was very rich and that his desir- 

ability as a little playmate of the Exclusives had 
been vouched for by Stannard, high priest of the Long Island 
fane of fashionable futility. 

**Where’s he from?”’ asked Mrs. Letty Framingham. 

“Pittsburg, I think,” yawned Reggie Grant. ‘‘A war baby, 
I gather. Has more money than most farmers have hay. 
Rather decent chap from what I’ve seen of him.” 

“Hortense Spencer seems to think so, at any rate,” con- 
tributed Mrs. Framingham maliciously. 

“They do appear to be getting quite thickish,’’ admitted 
young Grant. 

“You don’t seem to be worried,’’ suggested Letty. ‘“‘ Have 
you surrendered?”’ 

“Just about,’”’ was the answer. “I’ve been turned down 
three times now, and I’m no glutton for punishment. I imagine 
we could have hit it off rather well, but ” he finished with a 
shrug. 

“What's the trouble, Reggie?’’ asked Mrs. Framingham 
sympathetically. Everybody liked young Grant; he was utterly 
harmless. It requires effort todo harm, and Reggie had sworn 
a vendetta against effort on the day the doctor at the accouche- 
ment had said, “‘Now, look at that platinum spoon in the 
baby’s mouth!” 

“Oh, the usual thing,”’ Reggie replied. ‘She wants a man 


who does things. Says I’m a parasite and truck of that sort. 
Rather idiotic, don’t you think? Imagine me working!”’ 

“T can’t,” said Mrs. Framingham bluntly. ‘My brain 
swoons at the possibility. There they are now.” 

Gallantine and Hortense Spencer had come onto the porch. 
He apparently was about forty years old, with strong features 
and a sturdy body barely suggesting stoutness. The girl was of 
the free, athletic type. The flapper era was several years be 
hind her. Thirty would have been a cruelly good guess, yet the 
ripe freshness of mature youth was still in her clear cheeks and 
well-modeled features. 

They nodded to Reggie and Mrs. Framingham and passed 
into the large living-room 

‘ Beautiful,” remarked Gallantine gazing up at the ceiling. “I 
understand the decorating was all done under your supervision.”’ 

“T hada little todo'with it,” said Miss Spencer. “Interior art, 
you know; it’s been something of a hobby of mine. Frankly, 
though, I am quite proud of this.”’ 

“You have a right to—hello!”’ 

Gallantine glanced at the back of his hand, then turned his 
eyes ceilingward. 

“There must be a leak up there. Look!” 

“Oh!” gasped Hortense. ‘“‘Isn’t that a shame. The whole 
thing will be spoiled. Oh, I just could cry.” 

“What’s up?” cut in Reggie. 

“Leak,” said Gallantine briefly. “Let’s go up and see. 
Turkish bath, I guess.” 
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Drawn by Nate Couien 


Yeu, THAT's Dospson; IN CHURCH 1 EPS IN THE NEX1 
PEW TO OURS 


Che two men hurried up the steps and the ladies followed. 
[wo of the servants were vainly battling with towels to subdue 
a stream of water spurting from the feed-pipe. The bathroom 
was flooded. 

We've got to get a plumber,” panted one of the workers 

Oh,” sobbed Hortense, ‘that will take a couple of hours My 
poor ceiling!” 

Other members of the club had arrived, but their frantic 
efforts went for naught. 

“Oh, Jimmy,” exclaimed the girl—it was the first time she 
had called Gallantine that—‘‘ can’t you do something? Please, 
please—all my work will be ruined!” 

Gallantine looked into the eves with their half-shed tears 

“I'll stop it,”” he announced shortly. “Here,” he snapped 
at Reggie. ‘Hustle down to the machine and get a monkey 
wrench and a pair of pliers. Got any solder around this dump? 
Beat it, kid. This ain’t no loafin’ job! 4g 

Reggie dashed away. Gallantine threw off his coat and 
collar and set about his work. 

““Where’s that damn helper of mine?” he shouted. At this 
juncture young Grant arrived with an armful of tools 

With rapid and dextrous movements Gallantine twisted 
about bolts and nuts and pipe sections. The water was stopped. 
The job was done. 

Reggie stepped up close to the coatless figure and suddenly 
hissed into his ear: 

“Where’s your card?” 

Gallantine made a motion toward his trouser pocket. Half 
wav his hand came to a halt Into his neck and face surged 
the blood, brick red 
Young Grant stood before him grinning broadly. 
“Plumber,” he laughed. “I thought so! 

He’s right,”’ admitted Gallantine slowly. ‘That's what I 
as I guess that settles me here.” 





He moved toward the door. 
Jimmy, dear,” came a voice behind him. I like men who 
do things and I’d just love to have a plumber all my own.”’ 


Margery 
By Srevira V. KELLERMAN 
ARGERY 

Very often comes to tea 
She's a charming débutante, 
Frank and free. 
When she comes she brings along 
All the news; 
We lend our ears too eagerly, I fear— 
We can’t refuse 


rhe while she sips her tea, 
The gossip fairly drips 
From her lips! 


She’s an expert Movie Fan, 

Knows the ‘‘Stars,”’ what they play; 
And she can imitate 

Or do a scene from a screen 

Tho’ it seems to be done like the sun 
Coming up! As she lent herself 

Just for fun! 


Every time she comes to tea, 

Margery’s gowned in a new symphony; 
Groomed from head to toe so distingué, 

And calls us dear, and sweet, with such naiveté, 
We're always charmed with her 

Especially in her new fur! 

Do happen in, some day, and see 

Margery! 
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Nurse—No, HE CAN’T WALK; OF COURSE NOT. 

Bob—HAveE You TRIED HIM? 

Nurse—Why, No 

Bob—WELL, PUT HIM DOWN AND TRY. HOW CAN yOu TELI 
‘TIL YOU TRY HIM? 
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Tue Hoss Suow at Yapp’s Crossine. 
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You'LL GET HIT, CADDIE, IF YOU STAND THERE 


I Stayed Two Months - 


By >. GORDON GURWIT 





LEFT New York with a feeling of 

intense relief. I was surfeited with 
it. I hated its blasé sophistication; 
its atmosphere of ultra experience. I 
longed for the simple life; clean, wind 
and sun-caressed vistas, farmhouses, 
cows, chickens, streams; in fact, all the 
things one finds in the rural back 
waters. 

Yes, and I longed—actually longed 

to talk to a girl for once who hadn’t 
seen everything in town, didn’t know everything there was to 
know, hadn’t been in every café and roof garden throughout 
Manhattan, hadn't a dozen beaux or crazy fads of some other 
variety, didn’t smoke or drink to appear devilish and look 
it one with the stare of a child—in which, somehow, there 
lurked the wisdom of the ages and the boredom of satiety. 

What I longed for was a country girl—a fresh, simple, 
healthy, unspoiled, sweet country lass—such as, I imagine, my 
mother must have been. 

I left the train at Hoopville Junction, and I could have 
shouted with glee—it was as rural and simple as a Movie “‘set,” 
only this was real. And at the farm house, where I was to 
spend a vacation of ten days, I found —Her! She was as sweet 
as the heart of a rose, shy, gingham-gowned, she simply nodded 
to me when I was introduced, smiled, then waited upon us all 
at the table. 

I didn’t eat much. I couldn’t. I had found perfection! Food 
wouldn’t go down my throat because my heart was in it at the 
time, 

After supper I strolled out into the glowing twilight, dream 
ing of Her. At some distance from the house, I sat down on 
the fence along the road and lit a cigarette. Then, I saw her 
walking down the road toward me—alone. My heart started 
turning somersaults. She smiled as I lifted my hat, then seated 
herself on the fence beside me. 


‘Hello, Bud,” she said. ‘‘Slip me one of your cigarettes— 


I’ve run out of "em—won’t get mine until tomorrow, by mail. 
Listen, old thing, is it really true you can’t buy a drink in New 
York any more?” 


Who Can Blame Her? 
Ella—W ouldn’t you like to see yourself as others see you? 
Stella—No, I'd like to look better than that 





A Practical Question 
By Kennetu ANDREWS 


LOVE you, and I want you to be my wife,” he said earn- 
estly 
‘I have no doubt that you are a gentleman of honor, Regi- 
nald,”’ she replied. ‘‘But a girl in my position can mever be 
quite sure that she is loved for herself alone. Ah, Reginald, 
girls like me are envied, and pampered, and flattered. You 
may think that all our wishes are gratified. But there is always 
that little haunting question: Is it for myself, or because of my 
position? Don’t misunderstand me, Reginald. I don’t mean 
that vou have any ulterior motive in asking me to become your 
wife. But vou did know that I was planning to leave you, and 
I wish to be frank. I 
must ask if vou are pro 
posing because you love 
me, or because I am your 
cook and you don’t want 
to lose me.” 


No Time to Lose 

“I’m afraid you're 
drinking a great deal 
more than is good for 


you.” 

“I know I am, but 
doggone it, they’re liable 
to start enforcing this 
prohibition law any 
minute.” 
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‘“LORDY, BUT DAT BALL BOUNCE MOS’ A MILE HIGH!” 




















Encouragement 


By Geo. B. Jenxrns, Jr. 


ALM and contented with the world, 

C I sat down to read the newspaper. 

A tentative knock sounded on the 

door of my room, and Beatrice entered. 

I nodded, and resumed my reading. 
But she was not discouraged. 

Without a trace of hesitation or em 
barrassment, she sat on my lap. She 
settled herself comfortably, and then 
put her arms about my neck. Then 
she proceeded to plant a moist, smudgy 
kiss upon the center of my lips. I pushed é 
her away. 

“Don’t you love me?” she inquired 
startled. = 
There is but one answer that will satisfy 
a member of the opposite sex. I made 4 

that answer. 

“You don’t act like you love me,”’ she 
said in a disappointed voice. / 

“At the moment,” I remarked, “I am 
trying to read the newspaper. Still, if 
you wish to discuss the emotion that is 
generally known as the tender passion, 

I will gladly postpone the enlightenment 
of my mind and devote my entire atten- 
tion to you.” 

My lack of response did not annoy her. She caressed me 
again. Then a third time. 

“Will you marry me some day?”’ she asked. 

Since I have devoted the first thirty years of my life to evad- 
ing marriage, I must confess that the question was not new. I 
answered it as I have replied before. 

“Unfortunately, my financial status is not—— 

“You don’t have to work,” she said. 

“But this apartment is too small for two people. In fact, I 


” 





can’t even—— 

‘““You can move to my apartment,” she said. 

“‘But there are several ladies who worship me with astonish- 
ing and unbelievable emotion! They tell me I am handsome! 
They swear that I am gifted! They vow that I have talent! 
And if I were to marry you, they would doubtless commit sui- 
cide, and then——”’ 

“Let ’em die.” she said. I don’t care!” 

This evidence of heartlessness stupefied me. For the mo- 
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‘“* AN SHE CUM DOWN FAST.” 





Pets. No. 2 
By Joun Hetp, Jr., anp GeorGe MitTcHELL 
FoR DOGS SHE SETS A PLACE APART 
WITHIN HER SENTIMENTAL HEART; 
SHE STARVES HERSELF AND CHILDREN, BUT 
SHE BUYS BON-BONS FOR SOME FOOL MUT. 


ment, I was shocked beyond words. Then, realizing that my 
neighbor’s four-year-old daughter did not know what she said, 
I consented to marry her. 


Evident 

Lucinda made a charming débutante; 

Her gown, indeed, was quite the latest shout; 
“T understand,”’ remarked her old maid aunt, 

“Just why they call this function ‘coming out.’ ” 

Proof 

Zim—What in the world made you buy that canary? 

Zam—My wife. She said she could sing like a bird—now 
she’s got to prove it. 


Intellectual Parent 


“Pa, what’s a pretzel?” 
“A pretzel, my son, is a cracker with the cramps.” 


fe 


“ Boss, yOu SUTTINLY WUZ RECKLESS TO STAN’ WHAR YOU DID.” 
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Uncle Ranzy Atter a while he opened his eyes and took 
slow look at hisself. Then he gave an awful yell, hopp 
from the bed, boolged headfirst out of the winder, and lit 
i-running for the tall timber, screeching at every jump. We 
ran him down and put him back in bed, and he’s laying there 
now, plumb out’n his head and picking at his night shirt 
Doc says there hain’t much show for him.”’ 
No, I reckon not,” returned a sympathetic neighbor 
Pears like them there night shirts is just about fatal. I never 
knowed a feller to have one of ’em put on him that didn’t die 


‘ t. sooner or later.’ 





Interpreting Internal Inquisition 
Gu ) R DOG GET MUCH EXE! By Joux D. Seymor 
Subbu 4) He GOES FOR A TRAMI RY DAY 


I 
EY k 


H' IW often in the course of one full day 
I , 


; ' ind m ea somehow has ceased to bea 
From a Father’s Diary find my heart somehow } to beat 


With due preciseness—queerly, I repeat 
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By Quin A Ry Each throb, each breath; and then again the play 
I Of vital life-blood seems to want to stay 
A PRIL Today is Helene’s birthday, the dear! And pound upon my temples, and my brail 
e J ist Six vears old tod Seems far from strong enough to bear the strain 
| h her as I write. her sil ttle books in her lap, study Of wond’ring, thinking—e’en, I try to pray 
Zz ep ré or we ot ce her to become terested 
(7 Tr} this lerness of life’s rt d dream 
\ vt tre Helen: Be settled up clarified for me 
| , L he Before tl torme ries me 
H ia , knees =e gs tet ‘ Sut \ hint of what I t to say 
. Has solved this proble juit t 
H } The igestio got me, bro be 
\\ H y - hing And Yet! 
: \ +} _ ¢ é Kisas I eal, yet the don’t 
. - , t er the re dealt 
t 
H the 
Another Definition 
W) - O} st?” 
9p Po H An optimist is a cross-eyed man who is thankful that he 
| i I I er s ttle books ) = 
| g e | or we ¢ 
\ ontrol prite, He 
I tling in b k he d 
H resses Ol o ner kK ( | eT ( k gs 
t gy sx hes bel 
Hi e’s hair abhbed. for she 1 it so 
She ould rather toddlk bout tl sleep at 
ght 
When Helen vVants tf gy 1 she ts 
everything—she cries and sulks irresistibl 
e get t 
sitting on men’s laps pron iscuously 
Helene the dear! 











A Sinister Garment 
By Tom P. Morcan 
LUN LE RANZY is in powerful bad shape! 








related a resident of the Rumpus Ridg« 
regio! in Arkansas to the prominent citizens 
bled n the crossroads stort ‘He sorter 
took a spell of some kind tuther da nd dropped 


over on the ground. Ws put hin to bed, and when 
1c doctor came he looked the pore old feller over 
shook his head He had wife make a night Drawn by A. B. Wacker 





shirt, and when ‘twas done me and Doc put it on Very Intoxicatinc: HomME BREW AND A DECIDED STIN« 
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Such Is 





Life 


By Watt \lason 


Illustration by Ratpu Barton 


HEN I was ‘young my auntie said, “Now, you 
may help yourself to bread, eat all that you 
desire; you'll find the bread in yonder chest, and 
butter, too, so eat with zest—eat like a house 
afire. On yonder shelf, vou little jake, I’ve put 

away the jam and cake, and these you must not touch; eat all 
the bread you wish, I say, but touch the cake while I’m away, 
and you will get in Dutch. 

If Auntie hadn’t made her law, the strictest rule I ever saw, 
concerning jam and cake, how gladly I'd have eaten bread, 
with luscious butter on it spread, and known no mental ache! 

And hardly had she left the place ere I began to turn my face 
to that forbidden store; and yearnings wild rose in my heart 
to tear the large white cake apart, and eat, and eat some mors. 

And when my aunt came home at night, I must have 
been a shocking sight, all plastered up with jam; and that 
good dame was in despair; she smote me with rocking chair, 
and said a word like ‘“‘Goodness!”’ 

And through the long years of my youth she never failed to 
tell the truth about my godless deed; she made me an example 
bright of all that is opposed to right, of lawlessness and greed. 
(And my old aunt could never see that she in fact incited me to 
doing what was wrong; she hung up her “‘ Verboten”’ sign, and 
being human, it was mine to knock it good and strong. 

We’re always sending men astray by hanging signboards on 
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the way, forbidding this or that; man sees the placards with 
his eyes, and angry passions in him rise, and simmer ‘neath his 
hat. ‘‘No Trespassing,”’ one sign declares, and Mr. Mortal sees 
and swears, and mutters low, ‘“‘Oddsfish! I had no thought of 
trespassing; but now I'll climb that fence, by jing, and trespass 
all I wish!’’ And so he climbs the fence eftsoons, and in the 
orchard steals some prunes, and robs a nest of ducks; and rube 
policemen run him in, and he is lectured for his sin, and fined 
some fifteen bucks. 

And then he cries, ‘‘My grandsire’s crutch! We all are 
governed far too much, lawmakers never stop; and I an anar 
chist shall be, and blow up buildings two or three, and whip the 
village cop.” 

And so he goes from bad to worse; he even falls to writing 
verse commending Trotsky’s reign; in Greenwich village he is 
found, with other anarchists around, all saving law is vain. 

And once he was a fine young gent, on noble purposes intent, 
no socialist or crank; and had he not been lawed astray he might 
be cutting ice today as cashier in a bank 

Along the road of life we tread; on either side, behind, ahead, 
there are ‘Thou Shalt Not”’ signs; they re tacked on every 
wall and barn, by every precipice and tarn, and to the trees 
and vines. And, being human, we detest Law’s never-wearying 
behest, Law’s endless butting in; and, tired of virtue that’s en- 
forced, of righteousness by Law indorsed, we try a whirl at sin. 
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Foreign Films and the Bugaboo 


By Myron M. Stearns, (“Lenso’’) 


ROM side to side of this broad land good citizens and 
foolish virgins and all others are now watching a photo- 
play ‘‘made in Germany,” originally called Du Barry, 
re-named (in America) *‘ Passion.”’ 

And the general verdict is: we’re surprised to know that for- 
eigners can make a film as good as that—so nearly, let us say, 
up to our own high level of excellence. 

But wait a moment. The Pola Negri lady who plays Du 
Barry is soon to be seen in a film version of ‘‘ Carmen’’—also in 
a picture called ‘‘ Vendetta.”” Nearly as good, in many respects 
as ‘‘ Passion’’—better in some. 

Incidentally, these three photoplays were left kicking 
around New York for months and months, with no buyers; 
no one daring enough to suppose that real American audiences 
(vou and I and Harvey Doodle) would care to see them. The 
three of them, we’re told, could have been bought for a total of, 
say, twenty thousand dollars. The only one of the three that 
has so far been distributed is now valued at a million or more. 

And again: there are other foreign films within our gates— 
more Pola Negri pictures, for one thing—other German pictures 
—French pictures—Italian pictures—Scandinavian pictures— 
English pictures. Not yet released, to be sure; for the most 
part, still without buyers willing to release and exhibit them. 
But at that, they’re here. 

We Americans are a conquering race. We're accustomed 
to buckling on a sword or a sash or a lance or cannon or what- 
ever it may be, and going out to conquer the world—and 
conquering it, by vummy. In filmdom, as 


same ‘conviction today bar other foreign films, equal to, or better 
than, our best American pictures, from our movie palaces. 

While American photoplay development has concerned 
itself with new paint, and fenders, and a tooter that tooted in 
some new way, foreign producers have been feeling blindly 
around for the real thing—a motor that ticked on all four cylin- 
ders—Real Life. Their pictures have more of it than ours. 
And when it comes to a grade—as at present—their mis-cut, 
poorly lighted, often uncouth photoplays will travel right on 
up the hill past our gaudy exhibitions. Last year, I understand, 
the South American trade in American films fell off forty per cent. 

Among the first to recognize this situation in film-producing 
circles is the Hon. Mr. Samuel Goldwyn. Says he: “America 
has gained a world’s market in motion pictures and, if we are 
not careful, we will lose it in a short time.” As his English 
associates exclaim: ‘‘Righto!” 

Last week I sat through hours of screenings, trying to find 
‘pictures worth watching.”” William D. Taylor’s ‘‘ The Witch- 
ing Hour’—Thomas Ince’s ‘“‘Beau Revel’’—Will Rogers in 
“Guile of Women,’’—a Ralph Connor story, ‘‘The Sky Pilot”’ 
—Wallace Reid’s latest, ‘‘The Love Special.” Finally, I put 
‘em all down. It was either that, or leave ’em all out. They 
represent the work of our highest average producers—all but the 
exceptional one or two like Griffith and Tourneur. Go see ’em 
for yourself. If there’s a single one of ’em that has enough 
real life, or real sense, to lift it above the level of high-school in- 
telligence, I m one of the prettiest little liars you ever saw in 

print. Nice little fool fairy-tales, yes; pretty 





elsewhere, we've seen the enemy’s cohorts 
fade before us, until competition died. 


Film Folks Are Watching 


little pictures, yes; but nothing of leadership, 
nothing of truth, nothing of the real value 
without which you can’t have real art. 





Then we've come triumphantly home to 
sleep, with the sweet song singing in our 
ears: ‘‘Brittania may figure she rules the 
ocean, but in photoplays, Columbia has ’em 
all bucked off the screen! There are no for- 
eign films!” 

Now that might have been all right, if we 
had gone on developing and growing and im- 
proving in screen sense and basic value as 
well as technique and box-office receipts. 
But instead, taken by and large, our film 
producers have fallen into a mildly stupid, 
somewhat sissified, thoroughly humdrum 
and occasionally vicious rut, with conven- 
tiona! heroes and heroines and situations 
and ‘‘comedies” and clutches, and very 
little real life. So the foreigners have had 
their chance. And they’ve taken it. 

Only our blind belief that foreign films 
could not compare with the American- 
made product kept the Pola Negri photo- 
plays from receiving recognition through all 
those months. Only the remnants of that 





THE WITCHING HOUR 
Elliot Dexter develops very uncon- 
vincing psychic power. 

BEAU REVEL 

Typical “‘strong” screen sex stuff. 

THE LOVE SPECIAL 
For High School consumption. 

THE SKY PILOT 
Fine scenes in a Sunday School 
story. 

GUILE OF WOMEN 
G characterization utterly 
misplaced. 

THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS 
Something better at last. 

WAY DOWN EAST 

Another real film. 

THE FOUR HORSEMEN 
Sincere attempt to reproduce 
Ibzanez. 

PASSION* 

Fine foreign film. 

THE KID* 

Good Chaplin. 

THE OLD SWIMMIN’ HOLE. 
Grown-up actors play children in 
artistic film. 

THE KENTUCKIANS. 

excellent attempt that just 
misses fire. 
*Exceptionally good. 
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To hold a globe market with pictures like 
that is the equivalent of trying to conquer 
the literary world with Diamond Dick and 
the Sunday School classics of 1884. 

It’s time to wake up! World position, 
world power, world influence, through the 
decades to come, will follow the films. 

Then, the bugaboo—screen immorality. 
Proposed cure, already applied in part, Cen- 
sorship. All wrong. It’s not screen im- 
morality—it’s screen stupidity. The cure 
isn’t censorship; it’s common sense, a thing 
that has to be applied by the many. 

To attempt at this time to “improve” 
the screen at a single burst by the utterly 
un-American application of censorship— 
giving our minds, the food for our thought, 
over into the keeping of others—will tend to 
cripple seriously American efforts to revi- 
talize American films, at a time when Amer- 
ican film supremacy is seriously threatened. 

Well, Friend Censor? 














Wonderful Mary 


By Betry Ear: 


IGHT-YEAR old Mary encount- 
ered the new ice-man at the door. 
“Do you want ice this morning?”’ 

“‘Wait and I'll go ask Mother.” 

She went to the foot of the stairs. 

“Mother, do you want ice this morn 
ing?”’ 

“‘Of course; the card must have blown 
down.”’ 

She returned to the ice-man. ‘‘ Mother 
says the card must have blown down. 
She wants ice.” 

“How much?” 

“Wait, and I'll go ask Mother.”’ 

She returned to the foot of the stairs. 

‘Mother, how much ice do you want 
this morning?” 

“ Fifty pounds; I always take fifty 
pounds.” 

She returned to the ice-man. 
says she always takes fifty pounds. 


“Mother 
She 
wants fifty pounds.” 

She stood in the doorway and watched 
the new ice-man go back and get fifty 
She watched him lift and lower 
He looked around 


pounds. 
it into the ice-box. 
for the ice-book. 

‘Where is the ice-book?”’ 

‘Wait, and I'll go ask Mother.” 

She called at the foot of the stairs: 
“Mother, where is the ice-book?”’ 
ently she returned. 

“Mother says she has no ice-book. 
She will have to pay with money.” 

“Well, where is the money?” 

“Wait and I'll go ask Mother.” 

She returned to the stairs. ‘‘ Mother, 
where is the money to pay the ice-man?”’ 

“Tt is under the table-cover at the east 


Pres 


end.” 

She came back to the ice-man. ‘* Moth- 
er says the money is under the table-cover 
at the east end. Wait, and I'll go get it.” 

She went to the table-cover. She 
looked under the cloth at the east end. 
She could not find the money. 

She returned to the stairs. ‘‘ Mother, 
the money isn’t under the table-cover at 
the east end.” 

“Well, look under the west end. 
I know it’s under the east.” 

She went back to the table and looked 


But 


under the cover at the west end. She 
could not find the money. She went 
back to the stairs 

“Mother, I can’t find it. It isn’t 


under the cover at the west end.” 
“Well, look under the south end, then.”’ 
She went back to the table and looked 
under the cover at the south end. She 
could not find it. She came back to the 
ice-man. 
“‘T’ve looked under the table-cover at 





Ballad of the Ultimate Straw 
By Attan Murray Prict 
Illustrations by A. 


I have cringed, when I handed hin 


sneer 


BASKERVILLI 
pennies five, 
Beneath a conductor’s 
From a waiter’s scorn of a tip too small 
| de rive 


but little cheer 
in an ascending lift I fail 





loudly announce my floor 
Vhe « perat r’s backward glanc« 
Is a thing which I depl re. 
I’ve tried to cross Fifth Avenue 
When the officer thought it 





And I’ve slunk back to the curb again 
At his look of pained 
The wihgéd words of a fired cook 
Have made l 


I’ve a ked my 





my spirit quail 
way of a Subway guard, 
And felt my visage pale 


I’ve left a shop—no purchases made, 
And shivered beneath the gaze 

Of the lordly clerk. I’m loath to recall 
That frightful day of day s 

When I protested my plumber’s bill—— 
The master-plumber came . 

I’ve crept from a hard-won Subway seat 
*Neath the glare of a frigid dame 


It’s evident quite I’m an humble man 


The ready retort’s not mine, 
But there’s one whose contempt I’ve borne too 
long, 


And can not stand—in fine, 

The scorns and the sneers and the wingéd words 
\re as nothing unto me 

When I think of the barber’s poisoned dart 
“You shave yourself, I see!” 
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the south and east and west ends, and I 


can’t find the money. I don’t know 
what to do!”’ 
“‘Well, for Pete’s sake, look under the 


north end!” 

** All right.” 

She went back to the table and looked 
under the north end. She could not find 
the money. She came back to the ice 
man. 

“Mother thinks she put the money 
under the table-cover, but she must be 
mistaken. I can’t find it anywhere.”’ 

“Well, I can’t stand here all day. I’ve 
got seven hundred pounds of ice melting 
out there in the sun!” 

“Wait, and I'll go ask Mother what to 
do.”’ 

She went back to the stairs. “‘ Mother, 
I can’t find the money, and the ice-man 
says he can’t stay all day, for he’s got 
seven hundred pounds of ice melting out 
there in the sun.” 

“That money is under that table- 
I know I put it under the cover 
at the east end. You go look again.” 

She returned to the ice-man. ‘‘ Mother 
says she knows she put that money under 
the table-cover at the east end. You 
wait, and I'll go look again.” 

She went back to the table. She found 
She came back to the ice- 


cover. 


the money. 
man. 

“Here is the money. It was at the 
east end between the cover and the pad. 
Mother forgot to say she put it between 
the cover and the pad.” 

The ice-man made the change and 
handed her the rest of the money. 

She watched him leave and then looked 
at the money in her hand. She went to 
the stairs. ‘‘Mother, what shall I do 
with the money the ice-man left?”’ 

“Put it under the table-cover.” 

She went to the table and stood still. 
She went to one corner, then to another. 
Then she went back to the foot of the 
stairs. ‘‘At which corner of the table?” 

“The east corner.” 

She went to the east corner of the table 
and lifted the cover. But again she hesi- 
tated. She returned to the stairs. 

‘“‘ Mother, shall I put it under the pad, 
or between the pad and the cover?”’ 

The next morning her mother told the 
next-door neighbor that Mary was such 
a help! Such a wonderfully wise child! 

“Why, vesterday she transacted all the 
business with the new ice-man. I didn’t 
even have to come down-stairs!”’ 


Same Old Story 
Bixby—No cottage pudding? 
W aiter—No, sir 
Bixby—Why not? 

W aiter—House shortage, sir. 
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HICH is worse, to go ahead too slowly or too 
fast? If it is possible that we perfect Americans 
have cither fault, it is perhaps the latter. Al 
though we are a big country, our means of com 
munication are speedy; most of us read the 
newspapers, at least the headlines or the sporting or fashion 
pages and we are therefore educated, after a fashion. In spite 
of our bigness what was vesterday’s thought in Boston may 
become today’s action in San Francisco; the crazy notion in 
Nebraska this week may next month be a national issue in 
Washington; a little while ago we were wet, or at least damp, 
and now we are absolutely dry 
This American speediness has its advantages, particularly 
when it takes the form of laudable enterprise. Its drawbacks 
are seen when a few of our fellow-citizens are able to utilize it 
to rush us headlong into action, which we regret with equal 
speed and for which we have to pay the bills later. For an 
example, we have to go no farther back than Mr. Bryan’s 
fantastic experiments in finance, and other more recent in 
stances will occur to any one who stops to think. In the imm« 
diate future we are likely to have other examples in the crim 
inality of tobacco-smoking and in the enjoyment of a uniformly 
gloomy Sunda) 


[R! LAND, on the other hand seems to be suffering trom too 

much slowness. Those who sing ‘‘ Here’s a Health to King 
William and to Hell with the Pope” are still fighting with thos 
who sing “ Here’s a Health to the Poy e and to Hell with King 
William,” although that Pope and that King have both been 
dead for a century or more. Ireland is a small country and in it 


news should travel fast, but information does not seem to have 


reached all parts that today’s fighting is not over grievances of 
today, but over old hatreds which should have burned out 
years agv. 

rhere are high points of education in Ireland, but there are 
also areas of dense ignorance. Error flourishes in ignorance and 
it supplies many and easy tools to crafty leaders seeking more 
their own purposes than the good of Ireland. The getting of 
American money seems not the least important of those pur 
poses. And they thrive in keeping Ireland slow to learn the 
truth that confronts her 

It is neither flippant, unfriendly nor unsympathetic to say 
that Irelan 
all and will not profit her future that she puts herself in the 


d is slow in this understanding. It profits her not at 


position where her men are imprisoned or killed and her women 
and children made to suffer. She would get as far and save 
infinite wretchedness and misery by the equally heroic but less 
spectacular policy of non-resistance. Of course with Irish 





nature what it is, such a suggestion is absurd, but it is none the 


less wise. 


HE truth is that England does not dare let Ireland become 
an independent republic. In permitting it she would lay 
herself open to destruction by foreign enemies lo prevent it 
she will expend her last shilling of treasure and her last drop of 
fighting blood. Has Ireland the resources, even with all the 
money that misguided Irishmen in America can send across, 
to accomplish anything of value to Ireland against such odds? 
England protesses her willingness to accord to Ireland the 
same measure of self-government enjoyed by Canada and her 
other major colonies, and under which they have grown and 
become prosperous. There seems to be no reason to doubt the 
sincerity of that profession, for it would be a small price for 
England to pay to be rid of the vexation caused by her stupidity 
in managing the internal affairs of the always unhappy island 


ERE is where the slowness of Ireland is fatal to her own 

best interests. She is divided against herself by those old 
hatreds. She won't advance out of them and beyond them 
She keeps them alive by song and story. She harks back to the 
past when she should be thinking of making a better present 
and future. Her young men are writing poems and plays about 
tradition and oppression, about past tragedies and g 
instead of inspiring hope and ambition and enterprise for a new 
Ireland. If the Ulstermen and South Irishmen devoted halt 
the time to loving all Ireland that they do to hating England 


and one another, there would be no Irish question. And thers 


ories 





would be no agitators to make a living by keeping the hatreds 
alive. And there would be no pilgrimages of Irish patriots to 
\merica to gather funds for that purpose 


F our American speediness had been replaced by the slow 

ness of Ireland we might now be devoting our energies to old 
feuds instead of to modern enterprises. We had a couple of 
scraps with Ireland’s dearest foe which we might still be singing 
about if we hadn’t learned some new tunes. 

We also had a North and South bitterness with worse fighting 
than Ireland has known in all her centuries. Less than half a 
century served to wipe out hatreds which Irishmen would 
apparently have kept alive and handed down from father ¢o 
son and daughter as their dearest possessions. This is not to be 
wondered at when these were the only possessions the Irish 
could hand down, but today Ireland is reported to be as 
prosperous materially as her agitators will permit her to be, and 
there are ample opportunities in Erin to accumulate more 
valuable properties than bad feelings. 
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Simple Remedies in Vermont 
‘VE heard that whilst the war was on, 
And lots and lots of doctors gone, 


That folks went back to former days 


Dr y HeRmMan 








For therapeutic means and ways; 

The simple remedies once more 

Came forth to heal the sick and sore; 
The Scriptures say, ““ The herb was made 


For man,” and longs to lend him aid. 


A-thinking back a bit I see 
Exactly how it used to be; 
A little cubbord, by itself 

Or corner of a pantry shelf, 
Was set aside as 
For things to cure each kind of case; 
The camphor bottle led the throng 
With paregoric going strong 


sacred space 


A boy back then that had a cold 
Did pretty neat 
He soaked his feet and went to bed, 

Or took some caniomile instead; 

And when he coughed that croupy cough, 
Enough to shake his ear-muffs off, 

Some hens’ oil, with molasses mixed, 
That falsus membrane quickly fixed 


is he was told; 


A stuffed-up bosom had to yield 
When onion sirup took the field; 

A roasted apple on your ear 

Soon made the pain part disappear; 
A flaxseed poultice—not a cake, 
With all the water it would take, 
Was good for any shake or chill 

Or synarthrodial aid or ill 


*Twixt catnip, sage and ginger tea, 
No choice obtained that we could see, 
Although for company or age 

We strained some honey on the sage; 
For some thing ‘long the ’metic line, 
Lobelia alw 
It had more “uplift’’ go and glow 
Than all the Uplift clubs I know. 


ivs acted fine, 





Our cubbord had a draw beneath 

For twisted strings that dealt with teeth; 
The family pincers, too, was there 
That once belonged to Dr. I hayer; 
Their little jaws was plenty stout 

To pull a hedgehog feather out, 

And in the right-hand corner lay 

Che eyestones that are mine today. 


Our mustard in the woodyard grew. 

Our ointment was the fambly brew; 

We'd put a bit of bergamot 

In mutton tallow when ’twas hot; 

You see, besides quite a file 

Of cures, we used a little style; 

No common trouble had a show 

With us, except to pack and go, 
—Burlington (Vt.) Free Press. 


Bolshevist Business 
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Just Shopping—“ Yes, I can fix you 
up for California all right,” said the ticket 
agent after spending an hour looking up 
berths and time tables. 

“How nice.” 

“When are you going?” 

“Some day when I can afford it,” 


“Thank 


Courier-Journal. 


replied the lady. 
much.” —Louisville 


you so 


Won at Last—Mabel telling 
Isabel of the shy young man that had 
on her, 


was 
for some months been “‘gone”’ 
but whose suit had languished because 
he simply hadn’t the courage to speak 
out. Finally, Mabel said, she decided 
that it was “up to her”’ to take decisive 
measures. Accordingly the next time 
he called she pointed to the carnation in 
his buttonhole and said; “I'll give you 
a kiss for that carnation.”’ 

Whereupon the bashful suitor’s color 
outdid the carnation in brilliancy, but 
the exchange was effected. Then the 
young man grabbed his hat and started 
to leave the room. 

“Where are you going?” 
Mabel, surprised. 

“To the florist’s for more carnations,”’ 
he called out as he shot through the 
Los Ange les Times. 


demanded 


doorway 
Encouraging —He—I_ suppose it 
would be quite improper for me to kiss 
you on such a short acquaintance. 
She—Yes, but it’s quite early in the 
evening yet.—Boston Transcript. 
Primary Law  Flouted—Adum 
(sternly)—Always keep in mind, woman 
that my word is law in the garden. 
Eve—(sweetly)—It’s thing to 
make a law, old dear, and quite another 
Buffalo Express. 


one 


thing to enforce it. 














Longs for Peace—‘‘Above all,” 
said the throat specialist, “she must 
talk as little as possible.” 

“Doctor,” eagerly asked the har- 
assed husband, “is there any hope of 
the trouble becoming chronic?’’—Bos- 


ton Transcript. 


Cure for Insomnia—Wan and with 
black rims round his eyes, the man sat 
in the surgery. 

“Doctor,” said he. “I’m the victim 
of insomnia. I can’t sleep if there’s the 
least noise, such as a cat in the back 
yard, for instance.” 

“This powder will be effective,” re- 
plied the physician, after compounding 
a pres ription. 

“When do I take it, doctor?” 

“You don’t take it, my dear sir,”’ was 
the doctor’s bland reply. ‘You just 


give it to the cat in some milk.’’—Sioux 
Falls Press. 


Absent-Minded—* My dear, we've 
simply got to change our family doctor. 
He’s so absent-minded. Why, this 
afternoon he was examining me with the 
stethoscope and while he was listening 
he suddenly called out, ‘Hello! Who is 
this speaking?’’’—Boston Transcript. 


The Story of a Fee—A well-known 
London doctor was called to see a pa- 
tient in Edinburgh, at a fee of five hun- 
dred guineas. On arrival the relatives 
informed him the patient was dead, and 
presented him with half his fee. The 
rumor spread that he was in the city, 
and twenty or more patients consulted 
him at his hotel. On his departure the 
next day the bereaved relatives bade 
him farewell and expressed their sorrow 
at his lessened fee. “I did not do so 
badly,” he replied: “I saw twenty 
patients at five guineas a_ head.”’ 
“Quite so,” said a relative as the train 
started: “‘One of them was the man who 


Vedical Press. 


died yesterday ™ 


No Chance for an Alibi 





The Lesser Evil 
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“*How DID YOUR WIFE DISCOVER YOUR SECRET, OLD MAN?” 
“| BABBLED IT IN MY SLEEP AND SHE CALLED IN THE HOUSEMAID AS A WITNESS.’ —F, nd 


Blaetter (Munich). 


“a NDER THE NEW MILITARY REGULATIONS, 
YOU MUST GIVE UP YOUK MONOCLE.”’ 

“No, I] WOULD RATHER GIVE UP THI 
MILITARY REGULATIONS.”—Die Muskete 








Appreciation—*“ That was a power- 
ful sermon your new minister preached 
against gambling.”’ 

“It sure was,”’ replied Cactus Joe; 
“and just to show our appreciation, 
we're goin to take a kitty out of every 


poker game and add it to his salary.” 


Washington Star. 


Respecting the Cloth—A dignified 
Episcopalian minister had an engage- 
ment to lecture at 8 p. m. in a New York 
auditorium. A dinner engagement held 
him in his hotel until 7.45 p. m. He 
rushed out to the taxi stand and said to 
the driver: “ I’ve an engagement to speak 
in Mechanics’ Hall at 8 o’clock. Break 
the speed laws! Take any chances! 
I’ll take the responsibility!”” The car 
whizzed away. It had gone a few 
blocks when it was halted by an Irish 
traffic policeman: 

“Shtop!”” he shouted. “*Shtop! 
Back oop there. Whadda ye mane 
thryin’ tuh make a race-track out uv 
me boulevarrd? Hop out there an’ give 
me your name and number.” 

The minister stepped out. The 
policeman took one look at the min- 
isterial choker and closed front vest. 
Then taking off his hat he said softly: 

“I beg your pa-a-r-rdon, father. I 
shtopped ye so’s I cud tell the laddy 
here to be careful three blocks farther 
down. There’s a mean Protestant cop 
down there and ye might get pinched.” 

Journal of the American Medical 
Association. 





























Sacred Trust—“ Certainly, certain- 
ly,”’ said Mr. Bibbles to some one at the 

her end of the wire. “Bring it right 
ver and I give you my word of honor 
that no one will touch it without your 
permission.” 

“What are you 
asked Mrs. Bibbles. 

“John Jobbles wants to know if he 
can park a quart of Scotch in my cel- 
Birmingham Age- Herald. 


talking about?” 


lar.” 


Spoiled His Illustration—A _ tem- 
perance lecturer aiming to make a telling 
point, said, ‘Now, supposing I had a 
pail of water and a pail of beer and then 
brought on a donkey, which of the two 
would he take?” 

“He’d take the water,” 
from the gallery. 

“And why would he take the water?”’ 
the lecturer asked. 

“Because he’s an ass,” 
reply.—Boston Transcript. 


came a voice 


was the quick 


Still Accessible—Wl igwag—There 
don’t seem to be so many people going 
to Cuba this winter as last. 

Guzzler—No, when you consider the 
traveling expenses, it’s just as cheap to 
stay home and buy it.— Pittsburg Gazett 
Times. 


Husbanding His Resources 














“No, I 


. 


NEVER TAKE MY WIFE TO THI 
THEATRE Piays I HAVEN’T SEEN MIGHT BI 
IMPROPER, AND ANYTHING I GO TO A SECOND 
TIME IS SURE TO BE.” —London Bystander. 


The Cut Direct 
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Mother—] 
Joan 


F I DON’T SEE HOW 
MY DOLL! ct 


Passing Sh London). 

Why ?—Before Volstead: 

Grapes, per ton, $10. 

Barley, per bushel, 80 cents. 

Hops, per pound, 25 cents. 

After Volstead: 

Grapes, per ton, $70. 

Barley, per bushel, $1.25. 

Hops, per pound, 80 cents.—Cincin- 
nati Enquirer. 


Most Inconvenient—lIn the departed 
days a somewhat befuddled guest ap- 
peared unsteadily before the desk of a 
smart hotel and demanded in thick but 
firm tones that his room be changed. 

“I’m sorry,” the clerk humored him 
“but all the rooms are taken.” 

“Mush have ’nother room,”’ 
the guest. 

“What’s the matter with the room you 
have now?” 

“Well, if you mush know,” explained 
the dissatisfied tenant, “ish on fire!” 
Minneapolis Journal. 


insisted 
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JOAN, DARLING, RUN AND CALL FIDO, WILL YOU? 
I can, MUMMY, ’cos I AREN'T SPEAKIN’ TO FIDO SINCE HE BROKI 





The Bitter Truth—Joseph Herges- 
heimer, who enjoys an even greater lit- 
erary reputation in England than at 
home, dined recently with a friend at a 
New York restaurant. 

The novelist condemning the 
prevalent commercial spirit in literature 


was 


and said: 

“Tn true art money should never be an 
objec ag 

At this point in the conversation the 
waiter brought in his exorbitant bill and 
Mr. Hergesheimer, 
ment, sighed and remarked 

“Tt is true that in art money should 
but it should be no objec- 
these times.’’—Detroiw 


scanning the docu- 


be no object 
tion, either, in 
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Unsportsmanlike 


























Cabby (to motorist who has bumped into his | 


AGAINST ONE!—London Ma 
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Pie—The Chicago council, rising to the 


occasion, proposes to fix the size and price 
of a piece of pie.—Pittsburg Gazette Tim: 


The Quacker—They dined out the 
other evening with some friends, wher 
roast duck was the principal dish. Hus 


band seemed to enjoy it so much that the 


little bride decided to surprise him with a 
similar treat at their next day’s dinner 
although she had never cooked one in 
her life. 

Che next morning when the duck ar 
rived she proc eeded to finish the « leaning, 
when suddenly she stopped and going to 
the telephone, she called up the butcher 
and told him she wanted some one to 
come after that duck right away, as she 
would not kee p it. 

“Why?” 

“Because it is deformed,” she replied 
“‘and I could not eat a single mouthful 

“But,” said the perplexed man, “I 
personally cleaned that duck and I 
thought at the time I had never seen a 
hiner one. Just where is it deformed?”’ 

“Why,” she said, “on its windpipe 
is a hard growth that looks just like a 
shell.” 

As soon as the choking butcher could 
control his voice he called back: “ Heav- 


rse)—GARN! YE BLANKETY COWARD! Forty 


ens, woman, that is the thing it quacks 
with.” —IJndiana polis News. 


He Has a Future—When James 
Henry went to grandmother’s he ex- 
per ted to get candy , or money to spend 
for it at the grocery. 

On one occasion, following the usual 
demand for candy, grandmother fore- 
stalled any further requests by remark- 
ing that there was not a cent in th 
house. 

rhe youngster was taken aback for a 
moment before he gravely inquired, 
“Well, grandmother, couldn’t you write 
a check?”—IJndianapolis News. 


If She Was Good—*How old are 
you, Marjorie?” 

“I’m five, and mother says if I’m good 
an’ eat lots of oatmeal, I'll be six next 
birthday.”’—Boston Transcript. 


A Circus—“ Pop, what is a tentative 
performance?” 

“Tt’s one of them open-air shows, 
sonny.’’—Baltimore American. 


Supernatural Intelligence 

















Vother—WILLIE, HAVE YOU SAID YOUR PRAYERS? Dip you Ask THE LORD FOR YOUR DAILY 
BREAD? 
Willie—No, Ma—topay I ASKED HIM TO CUT DOWN THE PRICE OF SUGAR, SO 1 COULD HAVE 


SOME CANDY Le Rire (Paris). 
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Teddie’s Demurrer 











Vamma—Now, lTeppIE, WOULDN’T YOU LIKE 


TO BE A BANKER LIKI 


Tedd We ti, Mummie, coutpn’tI BE A BANKER WITHOUT BEI 








Quick Wealth—"“ Yes, he made a for 


tune out of an idea.” 

“How come?” 

** Just as soon as he saw that woolen 
hosiery would be in vogue he came for 
ward with a woolen openwork effect.’’ 

Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Technical Comment—“ Jenkins, the 
oil promoter, has married the talkin’est 
woman I ever laid eyes on.” 

Struck a gusher this time, eh?” 
N ish l le Tenne sseean. 


A Poor Stick—Snobleigh—Aw, what 

did you find out about my family tree? 
Geneologist—That crop was a failure. 
Boston Transcript. 


Still Doing Business— Mrs. Trotter 
Yes, we’re just back from Colorado. 
We've been up to the top of Pike’s Peak 

Urs. Homebody—Dear me! I’ve heard 
my father speak of going up Pike’s Peak 
when he was a boy. I had no idea they 

till had it out there.—Boston Post. 


Difficult Tasks—In the field of utili 
tarian endeavor there are, of course, any 
number of equally difficult tasks. One 
of these is matching an old coat with a 


new pair of trousers. Another is teaching 


ld Pu i) 1 Le d ge r. 


‘Do You THINK WE 
*]’M AFRAID NOT. 
/ imi. 


a calf to drink from a pail.—Philadel- 








In Erudite Circles—‘‘ What is meant 
by telling the world about it?’’ asked the 
spectac led person, 

“Why, I don’t really know,” said 
Prof. Diggs, with a thoughtful air. “Th 
phrase has rece! tly come into current 
employing all 


he tele- 


use. I suppose it means 
the facilities of the telephone t 
graph, the cable and the wireless to— 
ahem—disseminate an important piece 
of information.” Birmingham Age- 


Herald 


Not Unlikely—‘ Henry,” said Mrs. 
Dubwaite, “‘a ragged tramp came to the 
house this morning who could quote 
Shakespeare.” 

** And you gave him something to eat? 

alt ae 

“That’s right. He may have been a 
retired school teacher.” 


Age- Herald 


” 


Birmingham 


Unionism on the Crags 


SHALL SAVE HER!” 
o’CLOCK, AND WE CAN'T WORK OVERTIME. Kasper 
* 


It’s NEARLY FIV! 
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JUDGE at the Play 


P ine great American tragedy en 
titled ‘‘The Income Tax” holds 
the boards of the week in which 

this is written to the exclusion of every 
other interest. There are no new plays 
to compete with its drawing powers 
which are very great regardless of its 
artistic qualities. 

Although generally recognized as a 
tragedy, the authors of ‘‘The Income 
Tax” were certainly funny fellows, and 
in their ability to keep the people guess- 
ing have outdone the contrivers of our 
most successful mystery melodramas. 
They have managed to hide their in- 
dividual identity from a very apprecia- 
tive public which would be only too glad 
to show them what it thinks of them and 
their work. 

* * * 

NE important defect of ‘‘The In- 

come Tax” is that it contains no 
comic relief. What it lacks in this par- 
ticular it more than makes up in com- 
plexity. Every one senses easily the 
main motive of the plot, which is to get 
our money. One would think the au- 
thors might have reached the dénoue- 
ment more simply, more directly and 
without so much complication and in- 
direction. In spite of their plausibility, 
we no sooner catch sight of the two lead- 
ing villains, Surtax and Eightpercent 

Normal than we know what they are 

going to do to poor old defenceless Jn- 

come. All the rigmarole with which they 
are surrounded impedes their action and 
wearies every one concerned. 

In the earlier and better constructed 
tragedies and melodramas the highway- 
men did their work more expeditiously 
and dramatically with pistol and bludg- 
eon. The victim suffered no more and 
the result was the same. The present 
authors attach a highly exaggerated 
value to their more modern process of 
chloroforming and stupefying with fi- 
duciaries, obsolescence, liquidating div- 
idends, tax-free covenants and other 
befuddling devices which betray stupid- 
ity rather than the genius to be simple: 


The inclusion of Excess Profits is 
another blunder in artistry. It imme- 
diately rouses the ire of every tired 
business man, and we all know the value 
of the tired business man, especially to 
such a production as this. If the tired 
business man had any pluck at all, we 
should never see “The Income Tax” 
again, at least in its present form. 

. * 7 


F course we shall always have with 

us the tragedy of taxation in seme 
guise or other. It has been presented to 
every civilized people and many unciv 
ilized since the world began. With full 
knowledge of this, JupDGE nevertheless 
believes that ‘‘The Income Tax” should 
be passed on by the Board of Censors. 
The police have no authority to act in 
spite of its being immoral in the vast 
amount of lying and profanity for which 
it is responsible. 

It seems useless to appeal to our 
political authorities, for they are de- 
lighted with seeing the large sums taken 
from Income without the victim being 
able to put up a word of effective protest. 
The louder he squeals the more they 
enjoy it. If he goes to law against obvi- 
ous robbery, it simply costs him more 
and them nothing. Another incentive 
to them to keep the thing running is that 
on its pay-roll are thousands of super- 
numeraries who draw good salaries even 
if they do not add much to the spectac- 
ular effect. To the politician there is an 
irresistible charm in the sight of a man 
(or woman) drawing a salary. 

The Republicans who have just gone 
into power might be induced to suppress 
further presentations of ‘‘The Income 
Tax” on the ground that those who are 
making money out of it were appointed 
by a Democratic administration and the 
whole public would be glad to have them 
perform no more. The Republicans 
made many friends for themselves and 
stayed in office a long time after they 
suppressed ‘“‘The Income Tax” when it 
was first seen in America in the closing 
days of the Civii War. 


UDGE «dislikes to give so much of its 

valuable space to the criticism of one 
attraction, if ‘The Income Tax”’ can be 
said to be in any sense an attraction. 
There is no denying, however, that the 
whole public is tremendously interested 
in it from some point of view. The fellow 
who has escaped it, by fair means or 
otherwise, is congratulating himself and 
has a lively interest in the feelings of the 
fellows who didn’t. All of the latter, 
without exception, would be glad to get 
their money back, but this particular 
box-office never refunds or issues rain- 
checks. 

There seems to be little foundation for 
this hope. Our political managers of 
today never stop a run which is drawing 
as well as this one is. It will take an 
expression of disapproval, as strong as 
that which sent the one-time popular 
star, Mr. Wilson, into retirement, to 
bring about such a giving up of money to 
play with. You might as well try to pull 
a hungry lion off the carcass of a juicy 
beef. 

Our children and our children’s chil- 
dren will see ‘‘The Income Tax”’ make 
its regular annual appearance. And 
whether they like it, or not, they will 
have to put up with it and for it. 

* * + 


UST as the closed shop is becoming 

generally unpopular on account of the 
unwise tyranny with which its power has 
been used, the Actors’ Equity, which 
includes almost all those who appear on 
the American stage, has voted to estab- 
lish it in the theatrical profession. 
Actors are not wont to be so unfashion- 
able, so there must be some substantial 
reason for their reaching this conclusion 
with practical unanimity. Whatever the 
cause it behooves so intelligent a body 
to use its new power in a way which 
shall be an instructive object lesson 
to the labor unions. It is up to the 
actors to show that brains and self- 
restraint with right on their side can 
win real and permanent victories. 

Metcalfe. 





























JOSEPHINE 
\DAIR, THE 
JUNOESQUE IN- 
GENUE IN “LApY 
Briitiy,’’ wHo 
STEPPED FROM 
SOCIETY TO THE 
STAGE 


ZELDA SEARS 


HONORS. 
BILLy,”” AND COL- 
LABORATED ON “Cor- 


“LADY 
NERED,”” IN 
ALSO PLAYS 


IS FULL OF 
SHE WROTE 


WHICH SHE 
CHARMINGLY. 


THREE CLEVER WOMEN IN 
CURRENT NEW YORK PLAYS 


21 


MARILYNN 


FORMERLY 


A 


MILLER, 


SENSATION 


AS A DANCER, IS SETTLED 
IN POPULARITY AS AN 


ACTRESS 


IN 


“SALLY.” 
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Some Peeler—* Off came the cap with 


the wide visor. He peeled off the sweater 
over his head The TROUSERS were 
REMOVED LIKEWISI These he carried 
into his bedroom Red Ba Maga 
Ine Maude M. Hoff.) 
Concentrated Time Misses Mar 
Helen and Anna Riggs, of Fairview 
spent A FEW DAYS in the city THIS MO} 
ING shopping Moundsville (W. | 
/ indy Ruckman 
Industry Suggestion For th 
g girl, a DAIRY vill be a welcome gift 
Most of these come in one-year sizes and 
e pr é tl ock and key.’’ 
Lou He Mrs. Wm. T.1 
A New Idea? According to th 
records, « the persons concern 1 in 
these mar re licenses, a total of six had 
PRECI LY been married S 
Ka Union Urs. Kenneth Andersor 
Suspense The days of agony and 


uspense dragged by—every FOOTBALL in 
the street was listened to hopefully ever\ 
telephone call was with flut 
heart, the postman was met be 
could ring the bell.” 


Edward R. Davi 


answered 
tering 
fore he OS Vracuse 


Herald 


arrested 
Clark, 


there 


Retroactive—“ The officers 
Jacob Smith, fifty, and John 
forty-eight, who claimed to live 
They WILL BE ARRAIGNED in the Federal 
Court YESTERDAY charged with violating 
the Volstead act.”—New York Journal. 
(B. M. Duvall.) 


“The bees 
United States last 

50,000,000 pounds of MONEY 
Orleans Times-Picayun Og F 


Countefeiters? pro 


duced in the year 


View 
Shults. 


bank 
gift when 
Vew Or 


To a Girl, of Course—‘A 
CLERK Is a very 


presented in a different way 


acct ptabl 


leans Times-Picayune. (Imogene Somers.) 








This Week's Prize “Break” 
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Auto-Intoxication 








\ number of now widely known 
preparations which have been PARA 
LYZED, officials said, were found to be 
ntoxicating Others are now being 
examine ) ” ( Okla.) 
lin 
Exempt Firemen Fire from the 


+ } 


tub caught o1 
it was put out 
AMAGE could 
R FIRE | 
aidil ‘ F 


i? 


he building, 


conside rable 


rH 


VOLUN 


Portland 


Complexities of the Simple Life 


Tue ArFrrican 
IECE IS MADE OF 
AND A PIECE OF AN 
yn Standard l , 


MED 





nt 
ICINE MANS TOP 
ES OF WILD BIRDS 
BLANKET. —Brook- 
nu Raices.) 





Fruit-Bearing Oysters—‘ Manhat 
tan, Kan.—J. A. Coleman of Manhattan, 
today displayed 85 PEARS, varying in 
he declared he found in a 
single oyster shell. The oyster was in a 
lot shipment at a local market.’’-—El 
Paso Herald. (Dorothy Rutherford.) 


size, which 


“Zion, Ill.—Two 
dozen WOODEN 
were appointed by Wil 
Voliva Zion, 
enforce an order against the wearing of 
low-neck dresses in the Zion Tabernacle.” 

Vew Orlean La States. (Grace 
WcKinst 


To Box "Em Up 


with one 


censors, armed 


SHAWLS, today 


bur Glenn overseer ol to 


A Leap in the Dark—‘'Six nurses at 
the University of Nebraska hospital were 
injured when fire broke out in their home 
at 4:20 a. m. Monday and them 


to jump from the second-story | 


forced 
Wilhdaows 


to the snow-covered ground fifteen feet 


below INTO THEIR NIGHT CLOTHES.”’ 
Lincoln (Neb.) Star. (Mrs. J. Gordon 
Middleton.) 

Superfluous—‘‘‘ Miss Lulu Bett’ was 


dramatized by Zona Gale from her own 
novel, WITH THE AUTHOR’S PERMISSION.” 

Portage (Wis.) Demecrat. (Dorothy C. 
Pemsler.) 

And Revolutions Also — “Gen. 
Crowder’s mission to Cuba 
and difficult. The situation in 
land, both political and financial, is 
ticklish. The price ol the 
island’s great staple, has fallen to a 
figure which causes loud complaint. Ruin 
is staring many persons in the face. Here 
INGREDIENTS of serious trouble. 
RESOLUTIONS have grown out of less.”’ 
Washington Star. (Arthur Hollick.) 


is delicate 
the 


is- 


sugar, 


are 


Nobody Home!—* Burglars called at 
the home of Fred Jensen, No. 909 Lake 
IN THE ABSENCE OF THE REAR 

Rochester Democrat and Chron- 


Crosbie.) 


avenue, 
PORCH.” 
awcle. (C. L. 




















THE THIRD WIGGLE-WOBBLE 


Third Prize—$5 First Prize—-$25 Second Prize—$10 

















Mavcarics DuvaLer 
2 East 52nd St 
New York City 


J. Brevsk! 
650 N. May St., Chicago, Ill 


Hon. Mention Honorable Mention 





ELLEN SORENSEN Katuertne G. Hearey 
Lund Apartments N i, Wt. Vernon St., 
Salt Lake City, Utah B 








ERE are clever and amusing ex 


Hon. Mention Hon Mention amples in Jt DGE’s W iggle Wobble Hon. Men. 
“1 eo contest based upon the third Wiggle 
Wobble, with the weekly prize-winners 
g 4 and those that deserve honorable men 
? U tion, selected from hundreds submitted 


by JupcEe readers. Readers generally 




















4) will concede that the Wiggle-Wobbles 
rr * here shown display unusual ingenuity, 
; rye) | while it may be said that in an artist \ 
Ry alien y . : SS. 
aa An _ = 6 I 2 sense the contributions grow better and . 
Anraur R. CANNINe Meven M. Gurxss better as the contest continues Russeut, Paraiss Putt. J. Gross 
Bor » Stor { Bor a 118 E Bishop St, 
Beverly Farms, Mass Brooklyn, N. } University, Va Bellefonte, Pa. 
Hon. Mention Hon. Mention Hon. Mention Hon. Mention Hon. Mention 
<< AE 4 _ _ ) 
Ve 
p> ee Me KS 
i AAS 
<o ‘ 
‘ 4 
OF 















~ 
M, ¥, Memes i SUSE, $07 Ne Vine St 203 Bank St 
VM criden, Conn Fargo, N. D Creston, lowa Dayton. Ohio 
Hon. Men. Hon. Mention Hon. Men, Hon.Mention 
tm, hip ad 





ri Za 
bd 
a Meg ah 7 
v ans Ry ~ (Fe 
son WME 4a ~ IPUY 
"ETER F 
ZAGORSKI H. M. Hiesrms Oscar sO to BO AC 
Huxny W. Porter P. 0. Box 472, 14 B. 16th St. 907 N. Vine St., —ia 
245 North Mason Are., Chicago, Ill. Gallitzin, Pa. Winston-Salem, N. ¢ Creston, lowa River Forest, lil 
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JUDG! 


WITH THE COLLEGE WITS 





were ck 


MAZING 
veloped in Jt DGE’S second an- 
nual CollegeWits Contest. This 

can be vouched for by JUDGE readers, 
who have seen the big College Wits 
Number of JUDGE and the succeed- 
ing number, in which an ‘‘overflow”’ 
of the clever things submitted in the 
competition by undergraduates was 
published. Wit, humor, satire, flowed 
spontaneously and in abundance from 
these young and sparkling minds. 
The work of preparing the College 
Wits Number of JUDGE was tre- 
mendous, owing to the mass of mate- 
rial received. For days JupDGE’s 
editorial and art desks were buried 
under the favors of the collegians. 
More than 3,000 text contributions 
came from nearly a hundred colleges 
and universities, covering every part 
Canada, while 
many in 


results 


of the country and 
more than soo drawings, 
color, were forwarded as entries in 
the competition. 

To sift from this great bulk of mate- 
rial enough to fill an enlarged JUDGE 
was labor, but it was joyous labor. 


Every effort was made to be fair to all com- 
The average excellence of the literary 
and pictorial matter submitted was remarkable. 


petitors. 


THE STANDING OF 


Amherst 13 
Alabama 2 
Brown 13 
Boston . 9 
Bowdoin 2 
Bryn Mawr 3 
Brandon (Canada) 2 
Columbia 99 
Cornell 80 
California 28 
Carnegie Tech II 
Cincinnati 13 
Colorado (Mines) 3 
Colorado (Ag.) 2 
Cumberland (Tenn. ) I 
Chicora ae 
Colorado (Dental) 3 
Colgate 3 
Dartmouth . 23 
Drake 2 


THE COLLEGES 








The Cup Columbia Cops 


IN 


Denison I 
Dickinson I 
Dental & Oral Surg 3 
Georgia Tech. 2 
Harvard 18 
Holy Cross (Mass ) 6 
Illinois 2 
Indiana . 2 
Iowa 8 
Johns Hopkins 12 
Kentucky I 
Kansas State 3 
Lehigh 6 
Lafayette $ 
Michigan 43 
Minnesota 2 
Middlebury < 
Maryland 3 
Missouri I 
Mount Holyoke. . . 2 


As has been seen, several of the universities 
made a fine showing in competition. Columbia, 
Pennsylvania and Cornell ran neck and neck 
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North Dakota 
Northwestern. 
Nebraska...... 
Notre Dame (Ind.) 
North Carolina 
New York U 

Ohio State 
Oregon... : 
Agricultural... 
Pennsylvania. . 
Princeton 

Penn State 

Pomona (Cal.) 

Parkdale Coll. Inst 
Pittsburg 

Rutgers. 
Rensselaer Polytechnic . 
Rochester 
St. Louis 
Stanford 


Oregon 


Q2 


16 


for a time, and it remained for a car« 

ful analysis to determine which of th 
three was entitled to the big silver cup 
the trophy given to the competitor 
making the best showing. Columbia 
and Pennsylvania raced down to th« 
line together, Columbia winning ‘‘by a 
nose.”” Cornell won the cup last year 
It must be won three times by a col 
lege to make possession permanent. 

The art cup, another handsome 
silver trophy, was won by Paul 
Berdanier, Jr., of Washington Uni 
versity, St. Louis, for the cover of 
the College Wits Number, entitled 
“Reflection,” which was novel in idea 
and artistically superior to most ama 
teur work. Charles Baskerville, Jr., 
of Cornell, now a professional artist, 
won a like cup last year. 

The cup for the best literary feature 
was won by P. Stewart Macauley, oi 
Johns Hopkins, for his story, ‘*The 
College Widow.”” W. G. Sawyer, of 
Dartmouth,was a close second with his 
sophisticated tale, ‘‘ Morning Glory.” 
Albert R. Stewart of Dartmouth won 
the literary cup last year. These two 


cups are the property of their annual winners 
Below will be found the respective points of 
the colleges and universities inthe competition: 


THE WITS CONTEST ACCORDING TO POINTS 


Stevens Tech. 


EE a worse bat aaakiicea 6 
Syracuse kid weene memes 

St. Ignatius (Cal.)........... I 
pe Sa e 8 


Trinity (Hartford) 
Teachers’ (New York) 
Union 

Vanderbilt 

Virginia 

Williams ae 
Washington (St. Louis)... 
Washington (Seattle) , I 
William Jewell 
Wabash 
Washington and Lee 
Western (Canada). 
Wisconsin 

Wake Forest . aay ane , 
Yale 14 
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A Temple of Happiness 








West Baden Springs 


A beautiful estate in the most pic- 
turesque part of Indiana, a wonder- 
ful hotel of unusual charm, a diversity 
of sports and entertainment, music, 
dancing, and delightful social life. 


_ Mineral Waters of Merit 
Baths Well-Directed and Equipped 


Send for Booklet 
THE WEST BADEN SPRINGS COMPANY 
West Baden Indiana 


On Monon & Southern RR's. 











The Reaction 


By O. D. Martin 


[ was at a far-off, isolated Marine Corps 

station on a tropical isle, inhabited by a 
people of chocolate hue. Nearly every member 
of the command had been away from his native 
land more than two years. It was an evening 
of a dense equatorial darkness. The new movie 
projector, furnished by the Y. M. C. A., was 
working perfec tly. The dashing, debonair 
drawing-room idol had _ been successfully 
vamped by the big wax-doll with the curls and 
cow eyes. He crushed her to his shirt-front. 
heir lips met in lingering ecstacy. A great 
sigh rose from the leatherneck audience. A 
full two minutes he held her thus. At last 
when it seemed that the bliss of that embrace 
must last forever and straining eyeballs would 
leave their sockets, there rose a call from the 
Egyptian darkness far up on the hill at the 
guard-house, high and strong and clear in the 
still night air, ‘“Stand by, that second relief!” 


A New Experience 


By Sretta V. KELLERMAN 


N! YW, that she’s Grandma of new twins, 
She’s not so egotistic! 

She thought she knew all joys, all sins, 

But nov; she’s Grandma of new twins, 

A new experience begins 

That’s overwhelmingistic! 

Now, that she’s Grandma of new twins— 

She’s not so egotistic! 








hoy 
e / 
Drawn by Pav. Remy 


Ou, CHARLES, ISN’T IT TERRIBLE! WE'VE LOST EVERYTHING! 


Disappointed Coal Seeker—Y-E-E-E-S—BUT IT’S THE FIRST TIME I’VE BEEN WARM SINCE LAST SUMMER. 
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“VYou’re Afraid” 


“I ain’t afraid.”’ 
“You are.”’ 

‘I aint.’’ 

“You are.’’ 


What would have happened 
next if you were a boy? A fright- 
ful mix-up. With the calm un- 
reasonableness of youth these two 
boys fought without even knowing 
other—just as you have 
just because 


each 
fought many atime 
you couldn’t help it. 


MARK TWAIN 


12 Volumes at a Low Price 





Humor ~ Biography — History —Travel—Boys 
Stories—-Essays——Novels 

What America contributed to the classics of the 

From the Golde Gate t ir \laska 
Australian Bush—fron of New 

\ tot ot, burning f Singapore 
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Three Needles 
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BENJAMIN 


1 Balsa Vain Sireet 


VERY one I meet nowadays seems to know 
kK. Carol Kennicott \t this present brewing 
she is the most talked of young woman in 
these benighted States 
Carol was a girl with Soul and Urge. She lived in 
the immense metropolis of St. Paul (Minn.), where 
for some time she was a librarian, which is a lady 
who indexes books and fines you a penny a day for 
books that you fail to renew after two weeks 
Chis bit of feminine Finer Clay, with the Higher 
\esthetic Perception and a collection of Grade A 
Margot 
behind her serge waist, married for some unaccount 


Elinor Glyn and Asquith complexes 
able reason Doc. Kennicott, of Gopher Prairie (same 
Minn He took her home and! then the great 
tragedy and exposé of the action of a typical Ameri 
can small town on a Grade \ soul begins (“‘ Main 
Street,”’ by Sinclair Lewis; Harcourt, Brace & Howe 
If you have ever lived in a small town you will 


recognize all the characters the book, analyzed 


inexorably, brutally, masterfully and humorously 
Main Street, Gopher Prairie, is the United States 
today I regret to announce Its narrowness, its 

ilgarity, its stupidity, its slyness and its hypocrisy 
have crept into our war laws and post-war laws. It 
is a well-known fact that the capital of New York 


city is now Lincoln, Nebraska—if you get what I 
meat \nd, reverting to a stale wheeze, I believ« 
the worst et to come 


The enormous vogue of “‘ Main Street”’ is caused 


by its publication at the psychological moment. It 
is a great book the greatest that has appeared in 


America since Edgar Lee Masters’ 
\nthology 

Why do all live ones leave small towns, and 
what's the matter with the Amer 


Read Main Stree 


“Spoon River 


in people today F 


d look in that mirror for 


rood Wa to he gina subject vho re ids good 


S" AKING of books (and nobody was. but that’s 
. i 
id romance nowadays? 

And Query answers, Who 


I don’t mean the Mars stuff, the Tarzan tosh or 


the Conradian word-crocheting, but the romance that 


releases the mind from the weight of the present and 


t 


bellies the sail of dreams with the wild winds of an- 


ient adventure—just romance that is neither psy- 


hological nor moral, neither scientific nor aestheti 


Sucha romance is‘ Domnei,”’ by James Branch Ca- 
bell (Robert McBride & Co It is woven of the gold 


f incredulity and hung on the vaporous wallsof fancy 
It tells of the love of Perion of the Forest for 


Melicent, of Bellegarde (which vou will find on the 
map of Nowhere who was betrothed to King 


Theodoret (whom you will find in the History of 


the Kings That Never Were 


Perion is a scarlet bandit—the sort of man we 


all dream of being; the sort of man we shall never 
be; the sort of man who never was outside of thos« 
wonderful pages of Cabell. whose job seems to be 
to make of life an illusion 
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Found 


in a Haystack 


Dr CASSERES 





And Melicent is the sort of woman poets dream 
of through great clouds of pipe smoke over the third 
bottle of midnight Burgundy 

Maybe these romance are tor thé elect: but 
vou are, or think vou are. one of the elect read this 
book. which is a ticket to a town clean out of life 


Domnei”’ is really not a book; it is an adventure 


Los! 1 / 
Ww" N she came to after the automobile 
accident she was in a luxuriously appointed 

room which she did not recognize She got out of 
bed and looked at herself is the miurror rhis 
beautiful face was not hers 

Was she crazy? Or had her soul and that of t 
woman in the other car exchanged bodies \ 
n lown to breakfa 
a handsome man, whose manner was polite and y« 
very puzzling vas at the table She gathered that 
this was her husband But. she told hersel she na 
never married anybod 

Days elapsed, and Una elapsed with then Ss 


was on the trail of her face Having lost her powd 


pull, she had no way of identifying it 
Countess Rospigne announced the pala 
brew-master as he thre back the portiéres that le 


to the secret dumbwaiter 


\ tratin cop entered wit 1 lost lip stick and a 
plate of new thumb-print Una recalled the auto- 


mobile, the sudden collision with the Aquarium a 
the Battery and the passage of Mayor Hyla 
through the crowd Then all was black icall lo 
the director had ordered “ night” in that studio set 
But the contented smile stayed on Calthorpe 


, ' 
eve was a serene frumenti look of unbustable courage 


Calthorpe had found a face in the Champs d 
Bleecker resembling Una’s. It was buried ina bur 
of American Beaut nich ne held in his fox-ski 


At this precise moment a suk idal sound issu¢ 


) 


from bevond the Back Bay. Elsie laughed and sai 


Humph!” by way of comment. She slipped i 
new Caruso record—-and Una looked in a mirror 
Her face had reappeared—and on her bureau 
brand-new lipstick 

Further details will be found in “The House 
\nother,”’ by Beatrice Mantle (The Century Co 

No Alibi Possible 

Littl Varguerite aged four Papa, wasn’t 
that a funny dream I had last night? 

Grouchy Papa (who has just finished a battl« 
with the furnace)—I don’t know anything 
about your dream! 

Little Marguerite—Well, you ought to, you 
was in it 


By Order of the Court 
“When the Golightlys’ divorce was granted 
each was given the custody of their infant son 
half the time.”’ 
“Yes, sol heard. And Golightly stipulated 
that his half be the days.” 
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Beinc Towep 


The Cheaper Servant 


By Epwarp A 


BARNEY 


of 
charges were ad 
the snuggest 
a telephone call one 


R. FROST, a kindly man of medicine 

the old school, 
itted to be moderate 
his patients, recei 
intry night from a farmer living some miles 


whose 
even by 


ved 


out from the village 
“Hello, Doctor! 
me over a little this evening?”’ 
“Why, yes, certainly,” replied the obliging 
physician; “{’W be starting directly.” 


Can’t ye come up and look 


Shave With 
Cuticura Soap 
The New Way 


Without Mug | 














W. L. DOUGLAS 


Retail Price 
Reduced 


SPs Wertman 


*8.00 SHOES 


410.00 | & 


Quality of Material 
and eae pa 
=! se $6.00 


FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


THE STAMPED PRICE IS W. L. DOUGLAS PERSONAL GUARANTEE 
THAT THE SHOES ARE ALWAYS WORTH THE PRICE PAID FOR THEM 





YOU CAN ALWAYS 
SAVE MONEY BY WEARING 
W. LDOUGLAS SHOES 
SOLD DIRECT FROM FACTORY | 

TO YOU ATONE PROFIT | 











W. 





the 
my 


Doctor,’ continued caller; 
you wouldn’t mind bringin’ wife 


She’s comin’ in on the evening 


“Well, 


*mebbe 


Say, 


along with you. 
train.” 

The doctor never refused to accommodate a 
the station he awaited the 
the o'clock, which 

minutes behind time. 
ind a considerably 
thorough 


and at 
arrival 


neighbor, 
eight 


leisurely of 
wheezed in 
Later, at the farm-house, he ¢ 


agitated gave the patient a 


twenty 


wife 


inspec tion 


“Well, Jonas,” said the doctor reassuringly, 
“there doesn’t seem to be much of anything 
the matter with you. Just take two or three 
of these tablets and you'll be all right in the 
morning.” 

After the good man had departed, Mrs. 


Bascomb, in her quest for details, pressed her 
husband for a further statement of his condi- 
tion. 

“Oh, I guess I’m all right, Lucinda,” r 
marked Jonas with a grin, “but I’d got to git 
somehow, and Dr. Frost’s bill was 
cents cheaper’n the liveryman 


ye home 
seventy-five 
would have charged.” 


Some Dodger 
An Oklahoma negro was trying to saddle 
fractious nuie when a bystander asked: “‘ Does 
that mule ever kick you, Sam?”’ 
“No, sah,” replied Sam “but he 
kick whe’ I jes’ been.”’ 


sometime 
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CAUTION 


They are the best known shoes in the world. 
Sold in 107 W.L.Douglas stores, direct from 
the factory to you at only one profit, which 
guarantees to you the best shoes that can 
roduced, at the lowest possible cost. 
Douglas name and the retail price are 
stamped on the bottom of all shoes before 
they leave the factory, which is your pro- 
tection against unreasonable profits. 


W.L. Douglas shoes are absolutely the best 
shoe values for the money in this country. 
They are made of the best and finest < 
leathers that money can buy. They com- 
bine quality, style, workmanship and 
wearing qualities equal to other makes 
selling at higher prices. 
leaders in the fashion centers of America. The | prices are the 
same everywhere; they cost no more in San Francisco than 
they do in New York. 

W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, 
under the direction and supervision of experienced men, all working with 
honest determination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 


Insist upon having W.L.Douglas shoes. The name 
and price is plainly stamapes 2 Whe the sole. Be care- 
fultosee that ithas not been changed or mutilated. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe 
dealers besides our own stores. 
cannot supply you, take no other make. Order direct 
from the factory. Send for booklet telling how to order 
shoes by mail, postage free. 


| 


















They are the 
an 


If your local dealer }loDorreglos 
President 


W. L. Douglas Shoe Co., 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mase, 


J 


Self-Defense 

“Tm than you 
business crook through the bars, * 
got caught they sent me to jail.”’ 
‘And your associates did it,”’ 
political crook. ‘In politics we 
stick together to save the party.” 


hissed the 
and when | 


no worse are,”’ 


chuckled the 


all have to 


(FREE for 10 Days’ Wear 


Send nomoney— just tell which ring tosend—No. 102 or 108. We will § 
send you one of these Genuine partie Tifnite gems mounted in @ 
@ solid gold—on 10 days’ n't mise this offer. Send. 


| Put It Beside a Diamond 0° ere; “Got B io § 


bt 9 mB 1. how beautiful it i f anyone can poh it trom 
} deposit. If you buy, pay the ~y— at catss 00 per month un- 


wists eo ier id. Price smashed — on pre- 
basis. Writ etoday. Send strip of paper Attine endeoendaroundfineer jaint 
‘— ~ THE TIFNITE CO., 511 S. Plymouth Ct., Dept, 1428 





shows how you can become a skilled player 
of piano or organ in your own home, at 
one-quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 
famous Written Method is endorsed by 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories Su cessful 25 
years. Play chords at once and complete gece, in every key, within 
4 lessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully + ih ated. For 
beginners or teachers, old or young All music free. Diploma er: anted. 
Write today for 64-page {ree book, ‘*‘How to Learn Piano or Organ 


M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio JW.24, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass 
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WATCHES CREDIT 
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Confidence in the honest 
of the great Common P: 
is the corner stone on which 
the business of \ 
- & CO. was founded 
and on which it has wn 
until today we are 
and Wateh Credit - 7 





Also special bargains in 
other new enareree 
pierced Rings, and Dia 

mond LaV alte res, Bar 
Pi . Trews, 






















iathe word. Our immense 
sr cnabica us to make the ver? Scart Pins, 
Watches, Wrist 
SEND FOR CATALOG bed 
or" yscias eraser cee 
ae 2 par Rane, : al teow it: balence in 














; payments. LIBERTY BONDS ACCEPTED. 


LOFTIS BROS. & CO. i 











Picture is telling the story. 
Nothing like it on the mar- 








The One Joy 


By La Toucne Hancock 
MAN with a future is féted and dined, 
Is applauded and lionized, whiskied and 
Ww ined, 

And the woman possessed of a past gets a kind 
Of renown, which is wondrously pleasant, 
But the man with a future, the dame with a _ | 

past, 
Though their lines in delectable places are cast, 
Never find in their fame an enjoyment so vast 
As the joy of the girl with a present! 





And They Have to Wait 
By the time some people make up their 
mind what to do next, somebody else is next. 


What Is Home Without a Mother? 
What is home without a mother? 
{ Dad is mad as fury; 
He has had no lunch today— 
Mother’s on the jury. 


. = 
_[ “STAMMERING | 
"Tfs Cause and Gire > Cause and dire * 


You can be quickly cured if stammer. Send 10 cents, coin Drawn by Ganoner O. Rea 











Stuttering. It tells how I Rory myself after sypeces 
0 








a Seas Beane Bcltelee ita? Wei oe. i 
3203 Bogue Building, | ° tnd anapolis aa ESTABLISHED. 
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ket. Besides cleaning and 
refreshing scalp — Marvel e i~ 
Hair - Dresser—dresses| 
most contrary hair in won- | 
derful manner. At all! : 
druggists and barbers, or| C45 
sent on receipt of $1.00 
parcel post insured. Money 
refunded if not pleasing. - ~~ 
Before sing Marvel After Using Marve . 
MARVEL, 546 Fourth hoonae Pittsburgh, Pa. &> 








SF Rams, Se Se Deee Gem Sound base on Slameering ang THE FIRST QUESTION THAT WOULD GO UP 
*TO MARS IF COMMUNICATION 


JUDG! 


raraD LIRES 


Pay on! examination at express office 
q Unwrapped certon for inspection. After ex- 
tien, if you are not tully satisfied with 
tremendous bergain waiee return ship- 
we will refund your money. 


i 
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SESSLSsy 
MMMM MMMM 
Sarauwuw 


Make Tube 
FREE WITH EACH TIRE 


A 1.1 d number of 
S y pao: size yt 
theese. S. or C.L. are.wanted. If full cash sent 
uct 5%. Send todey. “immediate . 


TIRE CORPORATION 
Peoria and Harrison Sts. 127A Chicago, tM. 

















A Kicker’s Confession 
By Srricktanp GILLILAN 


ES, I know, I’m hated for it, 
But I kick. 
How the grefters do abhor it! 
Yet I kick 
When I get the sort of service 
That can’t help but make me nervous 
When from competence they’d swerve us 


Then I kick. 








No, I don’t enjoy this kicking, 
Yet I kick. 

Rather should I take a licking. 
Still, I kick. 

I should pass it off with laughter; 

Let the service grow still dafter; 

Yet for his sake who comes after, 
Why, I kick. 


I'd have public service better, 
So I kick. 

Have it perfect to the letter; 
So I kick. 

’Tisn’t fancies I pay heed to 

’Tisn’t in my blood and breed to, 

And besides I never need to, 


When I'd kick. 





’Tis an age of careless workmen, 
Hence my kick. 

Some were better-labeled “shirkmen,” 
Hence my kick. 

Till we all get back to trying, 

Each with each in earnest vying, 

Sloppy work will need decrying—— 


Let us kick! 


Heredity 
Jellie—Oh, yes, she takes her hair and eyes 
from her mother but her complexion she must 
inherit from her father. 
Belle— Her father? 
“Yes. He was a calsominer.” 


No Pikers Wanted 
Mamie—Do you believe in free love? 
Maude—Naw. I want a fellow who ain't 


| afraid to spend his money! 
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Principle 
B 


’'M done with tipping the wash-room boy 
Who hands me the towel and soap, 

id I take a sort of a fiendish joy 

In dashing his fondest hope; 

ijrop no coin in the outstretched hand 

Of the check-room pest, by jing, 

isn’t the money, you understand, 

It’s the principle of the thing. 


Berton BRALEY 


tip the waiter just ten per cent. 
In spite of his sullen glare, 
gives me sort of a sweet content 
lo leave him muttering there; 
iugh in the face of the grafters’ band 
\s my gay little song I sing, 

isn’t the money! you understand, 
It’s the principle of the thing!” 
io not care for the barber’s scowl 


When I slip him no piece of jack, 


\Vhen the taxicab chauffeurs swear and growl, 


[ swear and I growl right back; 
heerfully wear the “piker”’ brand, 
Such epithets cannot sting, 

ir it isn’t the money, you understand, 
It’s the principle of the thing 


\v life is filled with a lot of rows 


| 


rain, 


With bandits of all degree, 

t let them angrily knit their brows, 

I feel like a soul set free; 

e bought a car and a house and land 
With the tips I have ceased to fling, 
ough it isn’t the money, you understand 


But the principle of the thing! 


Wolf, Wolf! 
wakened himself 
thought what a 
mind, 


mornings at 
wonderful thing 
and went back to 


Charle two 
ictly six, 
s the subconscious 

ep. 

The following two 
iself at twelve minutes 
t a wonderful thing was the 


mornings he wakened 
after six, thought 
subconscious 

1, then went to sleep again. 
\fter that he could never 
for his subconscious 


himself 


he 


waken 


mind saw was 


yst kidding and did not mean to get up. 





The Feminine Viewpoint 
West—Who is that woman over there? 
Urs. West—I don’t remember her face, 
‘ hat seems familiar 


but 





If you don’t read Film Fun 


you don’t get all the movie news 


| You get everything in Film Fun for 20¢ 


The April issue now be- 
ing sold by your newsdealer 
See the pictures of Coming Stars. 
Read what the Present Stars are doing. 


See how they do it on the other side of the 
world. 


At your nearest newsdealer, NOW 





















































Free Trial 


you may have any instrument with complete musical outfit, 
bs a week’s free trial at home. No obligation to buy. Returp 
it at our expense after trial if you wish. No charge for trial. 
Outfit includes velvet lined case, self instructor, music and al} 
accessories at factory cost. A tremendous saving. 
yments 


Convenient Monthly Pa 
a offer 


A few cents a day will pay for instrument and outfit. 
—= you genuine Wurlitzer instruments, known all over world 
or artistic quality. Have one now for Free Trial. 


Send Coupon for Beautiful New Catalo 
Every instrument known illustrated with price, easy terms ani 
free trial blank. Catalog absolutely free. ay. 
The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co., Dept. 2384 
117 E. 4th St., Cincinnati, O.—329 S. Wanash Ave., Chicago 
120 West 42nd Street, New York. 
me your new catalog illustrated in color with fall details y 
free trial and eas t offer. 


rite tod 

















Waslitees Complete Outfits and easy payment 
NGME.....00000008 eecccccece 
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Drawn by Rosert Lemen 


Wuy 


DIFFICULT 


TIRED BUSINESS MAN 
AS WELL AS THE MOVIE 


CAN'T THE 
ROLES, 


Brevity Is the Soul of Wit 
Don’t eat stale qcumbers, they are likely 
to w up; 
Likewise: 
Refrain from drinking very much unfer- 
mented apple juice.! It would probably cause 
a pain in cider you. 


Truth at Last 
Basing our judgment on recent revelations, 
we wish to be recorded as saying that many 
of those “dollar a year’ war-workers 
grossly overpaid. 


were 





HAVE A SUBSTITUTE, TO DOUBLE FOR HIM IN 


STARS ‘ 


Denatured 
“In what way do you think Prohibition has 


affected American humor.” 
“Tt has made it dry.” 


Learn to Dance 


You can learn Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two=®tep, 
Waltz and latest “up-to-the-minute” society dances 
in your own home by the wonderful Peak System of 
Mail Instruction 










New Diagram Method. Easily learned; no music 
needed; thousands taught successtully: success abso- 
lutely guaranteed, 
Write for 8 fal Terms. Send today for FREE 
information and surprisingly low oar. 

LLUAM CHANDLES. PEA 
Room 157 4737 —t 44 Chicago, fi. 





NO MONEY DOWN 
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we 
ea ngs 
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iincmemetn 


One—lwo-Three—Four Flights! 


The lovely burden which in his infatuation he had so gaily 
gathered into his strong young arms had become a dead weight. 
As with bursting chest he scaled one by one the last few steps, i 
seemed to him he was carrying something monstrously heavy, 
something horrible, which suffocated him, and which every moment 
he felt tempted to throw from him in rage. This ascent of the 
staircase in the sad gray light of the morning—how typical of their 
whole history! How typical of the history of thousands like them 
who yield to the insidiously seductive doctrine: “Eat, drink, play, 
for the rest is not worth while!” 

The story of Jean Gaussin’s infatuation for Sapho is a far more 
effective sermon than any homily on carnalism ever delivered from 
the pulpit. 

That this was the author’s intention is indicated by his dedi- 
cation: ‘‘For my sons when they are twenty years of age.”” Sapho 
is the masterly creation of Alphonse Daudet, and one of the 
powerful, gripping stories found in the 


Comedie d’ Amour 


THE GREATEST STORIES EVER WRITTEN BY THE MASTER REALISTS OF FRANCE 














Given to Immediate Subscribers The Only Collected Edition of these Famous Stories in English 


Paul De Kock’s Merry Tales WOMAN, with her fascinations, has changed the currents of history. She 
has marred, as well as made, great careers. If, as the poet Pope declared, ‘The 
The purpose of Paul De Kock in writing 


proper study of mankind is man,’” WOMAN undoubtedly has furnished the most 
these very gay and very Gallic stories interesting chapters. If any one doubt this, let him read the Comédie d’ Amour. 
of the life of the Latin Quarter, of the No nation has made a closer study of the whole subject of WOMAN than 
Cafés and Cabarets, was frankly to amus¢ the French. She has furnished the inspiration for the best in their Literature, 
his readers. Few American reade Ts know their Drama and their Art. And it is to the literature of France, and to the 
this smiling writer of stories of the petits o works of her master realists, that we must go for the most intimate 
bourgeois and Parisian grisettes. But “ revelations of the heart of WOMAN=subject of eternal interest and 
to get, this unique set with the mystery and endless fascination. 
COMEDIE D’AMOUR you In the Comédie d’Amour is presented for the first time in 
must be prompt. THE SUI al English a collected edition of the masterpieces of those famous 
PLY IS LIMITED. \ 




















, A French authors who have most excelled in the minute delinea- 
tion of feminine character and its effects on the opposite sex. 
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To Get the Benefit of 
Our Special Intro- 
ductory 
Price 
Use 
This 
Coupon 


Now 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 











I 416 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
l1 we $ rst payment on the 10 volume set 0 
1 edie d ind the 4 volume set of P il De 
Kock to be es prepaid I agre e to 
1 the I dt or price, $30.00 at tl rate $300 
jer I llowing delivery of book Otherwise. I 
wil within five d isk for instructions for their 
Pret r expense, my $3.00 to be refunded op 
pu ; 
Send $3.00 with Coupon or $27.50, if you want to I Nam 
save the cash discount of $2.50. 1 Addres 
Money Back if not Satisfied. | Occupation 
Mail this Coupon Today. : 4-2-21 
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WHY is Murad the largest-selling high-grade 
cigarette in the United States ? 
























Think it over. 








WHY do thousands of men every day pay 20¢ 
r a box of Murad when they can buy other 
cigarettes much cheaper? 


Think it over. 





WHY do we go 6000 miles to the provinces 
bout the Black Sea for the finest, costliest 
varieties of Turkish tobacco, and pay several 
times the price of ordinary tobacco? 

Think it over. 





WHY do we make Murad 100% pure Turkish 
instead of mixing the high-priced with cheaper 


—_ » 
tobacco: 


— ee ORS St 





Think it over. 





You have the answer— 
BECAUSE AMERICAN SMOKERS 
of EXPERIENCE and JUDGMENT 
DEMAND THE BEST 


We give it to them in Murad. 
Che proof is easy—Buy Murad today and— 


“Judge for Yourself—!” 
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MURAD 


THE TURKISH CIGARETTE 


Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 


Mnargysos and Eqypuian Cigardtesin the World 
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